THE MONSTERS3 BALL

France and part in Italy. What, Jean-Noel did not know Italy? Oh,
what tremendous pleasures there were in store for him! Jean-Noel
simply must go to Italy. "You must, you must!"

"If you ever come to Venice or Capri, when I'm there/5 said Lord
Pemrose, "you must let me know. My greatest pleasure in life is to
show the places I love to the people I love."

He gave a little inclination of the head and smiled.

A gaunt-looking woman, with a comparatively youthful outline but
withered hands laden with rings, deep hollows in her shoulders and
four rows of pearls round her emaciated neck, came up to them, her
face concealed behind a panther's mask, and said, in an ironic tone of
voice: "Basil! Carol Tu sei incorreggibile!"

Lord Pemrose started, recognized the voice, the hollows and the
pearls, and cried: "Oh, Lydia! How are you, my dear?"

And he introduced Jean-Noel to the panther's mask, whose name was
the Duchesse de Salvimonte.

"My dear," she said, still talking to Pemrose, "when there are such
handsome young people about, you should not interfere with their
dancing. They're the right age for it after all! Do you dance?" she
asked Jean-Noel.

She spoke all languages with a Russian accent that gave her wor^s
an unusual intonation.

Jean-Noel bowed and murmured something that sounded like an in-
vitation.

"Gome on, then," she said, taking Jean-NoeTs arm.

"Anche tu, sei incorreggibile!" Lord Pemrose murmured.

Dancing with the Duchesse, Jean-Noel felt as if he were holding a
bundle of faggots, but faggots twisted in the fire. He could see two
gleaming eyes through the holes in her mask. He did not know quite
what to say.

"Lord Pemrose seems a most charming man," he said.

"Basil? Un tesoro. He's a very old friend and I adore him," said
the Duchesse.

"What does he do?"

"What does he do, my dear? He's very rich and spends a lot of
money, that's all. He has also written a book on mysticism, about
which, I must admit, I know nothing. The love of God, the love of
angels, the love that goes on in Heaven, none of them exist as far as
I'm concerned. I'm a pagan. For me love as it is made on earth is
the only god..."

At that moment the tape that held her mask in place came untied.
Jean-Noel shuddered when he saw his partner's face. She was infinitely
older than he had imagined. She must be in her seventies; but in
strange, aggressive and very disconcerting seventies.

She had had her face lifted several years earlier, at a time when
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